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Rookwith recognized the repercussion of that
famous "Fair Unknown" note. Some amende honor-
able was plainly due from him. He wrinkled his brows.

''Do you know what days she goes to see her
family?" he demanded at last.

"No."

"H'm. You aren't what I should call an enter-
prising lover."

"How am I to find out?"

"Well------" Rookwith considered. "You might get

a message through to her."

''A message?"

"Yes, a note. I happen to know one of the maid-
servants at TwivStJetons."

Norton frowncxl. His experience of notes was un-
fortunate. '*Joan would never dare write," he ob-
jected.

"You might try."

"Besides, what would be the good, if I couldn't
^et to town at Uic same time as she did?"

"Write a letter to Pulteney in your father's name."

"Good God!"

"Your mother's then."

"No."

"Well, haven't you a brother or something?"

Norton thought of Go ward. He had a letter in his
pocket at that very moment, signed with the pre-
tentious pontifical Coward Surlingham, Somehow it
did not seem so disgraceful a thing to forge Coward's
signature. Still, he replied shortly that he couldn't
possibly do anything like that,

Rookwith shrugged. "As you like." " He rose and
began to walk towards the house. "Let me know if
you change your mind/' he called back. , . .